front began to move forward and the Press camp had to keep pace, hitches were apt to occur.
To meet the requirements of The Daily Telegraph, it was necessary to write a daily story covering the whole front. I could, as a rule, only go to one particular point. This meant weaving personal experience into a composite whole with intelligence reports received from other parts of the moving battle-front.
It happened that, as the Second Front was still in suspense, Page One of London newspapers was cleared for the news from Italy. Day after day, we hit double-column front-page headlines with our heartening, encouraging news. The harvest of heroic stories was superabundant. After the first uncertainties, all went well. The Gurkhas stormed San Angelo; the gallant Poles took impossible heights innocent of cover; the French, with their inexhaustible Colonial troops, moved through steep, wooded country as if on a hiking tour; the efficient Americans battered forward along the coast.
We were inspired with ever-mounting hope; infused with tireless energy. Every morning, at breakfast, Tetlow and I held earnest conference, consulting the intelligence reports. The eternal questions were: Where do we go for the best story? How long will it take to get back against the war-tide? What are our competitors doing?
In the early days of the offensive, chasing the French was one of our most exhilarating pastimes. We had the jeep sandbagged in case we ran over a mine, and folded back the windscreen to avoid splintering or semaphoring our presence to the enemy. The jeep was, at once, the most useful of all vehicles and the most uncomfortable. My posterior was hardened to the durability of leather by a slow and painful process, my humped body bent into a permanent question mark, my eyes made red-rimmed and bloodshot. Dust covered us from head to foot in a fine flour. We ran comparatively slight risk, because although fully mechanised we could never catch up with the horse and foot of the Goums and the Senegalese. It was the French who, in the words of the official bulletin, made the first "significant breach in the Gustav line" by capturing the mountain   would be "reasonable time."   We might return at, s
